


Chocolates that have won a definite place for themselves. 


Salmagundi is a special assortment selected by a critical lover 
of chocolates. Identified by the charming metal box with 


design by Mucha, the queenly figure shown above. 


If you do not know Salmagundi, 
get acquainted at the nearest 

hitman agency. The store that 
shows the Whitman sign receives 


jaikentsstcigeenatieanaegeiies Chocolates 


© S.F.W. & Son, Inc, 





ANOTHER NOTE 
OF OPTIMISM.... 


The Girl from the West: 
“How is New York stand- 
ing the depression?" 


Her bear-raided Escort: 
"Famously, since Saltzman’s 
opened. We dine on bet- 
ter food. We dance to 
peppier music — wait till 
you hear Smith Ballew— 
and when Tom Byrne sends 
the bad news, we look it 
squarely in the face with- 
out worrying over to-mor- 
row's breakfast.” 





Club Dinner with Dancing $2.00 per person 

—b to 9:30—Weekdays and Sundays. No 

Cover Charge. Club Luncheon Complete 

$1.25. A la carte of course. Dancing Satur- 

day Luncheon. Open Sundays at noon... | 
VANderbilt 7057. 


SALTZMANS | 


LINCOLN BUILDING 
60 EAST A2nd STREET 
Opposite Grand Central Terminal 
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The Future Who's Who 
(If This Talk Keeps Up) 


Blotts, C. K. President of Whoosis 
University. A. B., ‘91, Ph. D., ’95. 
Author of “Plato and Neo-Platonism,” 
and other philosophical _ treatises. 
Stand: In favor of fall football prac- 
tice before September 15th, but opposed 
to spring practice. Against abolishing 
the try-for-point. 


Guffin, ]. L. Professor emeritus of 
Romance Languages at University of 
Hoho. Leading world authority on 
subject. Stand: Bitterly opposed to 
intersectional games, and in favor of 
reducing football schedules to three 
games per season. 


Agilby, R. H. Professor of Greek 
at Bilgetown College. A. B., ‘07. 
M. A., ’o9. Rhodes Scholar, ‘10-13. 


| Stand: Endorses larger stadia and gate 


receipts. Claims football is under- 
emphasized. Favors increasing coaches’ 
salaries to $25,000 per annum mini- 
mum. In favor of the fumble rule. 


Narrowbrain, ]. D. President of 
University of West Massachusetts. 
Author of “Man and The Sociological 
Problem” and other important socio- 
logical works. Stand: Would abolish 
the lateral pass beyond the line of 
scrimmage and reduce the price of 
graduate tickets to 50c. Favors the no- 
scouting rule, the three-year rule, and 
opposes professional coaches. 

—Parke Cummings. 


March of Fashions 


Long years ago, it is said, that ob- 
servers when 
Looking at women were chiefly im- 
pressed by their 
HATS, hats, hats, hats: 
Or if it happened that heads were un- 
covered there 
Towered those structures of reinforced 
hair they called 
RATS, rats, rats, rats: 
But it was never a fad or a fashion to 
about diets or cutting out 
starches and 
FATS, fats, fats, fats: 
So one’s attention was often deflected 
from 
Hats and from rats by the predispo- 
sition to 
HIPS, hips, hips, hips. 
Now at a distance the eye is assaulted 
by 
Gashes of color in orange or carmine 
—her 
LIPS, lips, lips, lips. 
Still let us sing of her charms ever 
changing and 
Think how a logical woman would 
rob us of 


QUIPS. —F. W. Hoorn. 








Smooth and 
soft is the feel 
of the razor 
as it glides 
over your face. 
Shielding the 
skin is the 
first action of 
SQUIBB ceticn 
SHAVING CREAM 


The 

second action 
brings a 

new comfort. 
it replaces 
the delicate 
oils essential 
to the skin. 





Just One More Block, Pal 


A drv Senator savs the number of 
speakeasies in New York is greatly ex 
aggerated. Doubtless the entire city is 


simply a mirage. 


Avto SaLesMAN: AA, there, Tom, 


meet the wife and all the accessories. 
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BOATING 


For 1931, Gar Wood, Incorpo- 
rated, presents the fastest stand- 
ardized cruiser of her size ever 
offered by any builder. Forty feet 
from cutwater to transom, this 
able and commodious craft 1s de- 
signed to provide a top speed of 


40 miles per hour. 


The power plant is a Gar Wood, 
12-cylinder, 4+25-H. P. engine, 
similar to those which Com- 
modore Wood drove to many 
**Miss 


victories in his famous 


Americas’’. 


The hull and cabin are in natural- 
finish mahogany and decks are 
of teak. 
cious sleeping accommodations 


Comfortable and spa- 


GAR WOOD, 
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GAR WOOD 









for four are provided in the cabin 
together with galley and toilet 


facilities. 


All controls are centralized at the 
steering wheel aft of the cabin. 
Dual controls in the forward cock- 


pit may be installed if desired. 


For those who are satisfied with 
slightly less speed, this new 
cruiser may be equipped with a 
pair of 200-H. P. Scripps engines 
which drive her at a maximum 


of 37 miles per hour. 


A special catalog, describing the 
new Gar Wood cruiser in detail, 
is available and will be mailed 


upon request. ae 


INCORPORATED 


MARYSVILLE, 


MICHIGAN 





Rapio ANNOUNCER’s CHILD: 














And I'll be on the air again tomorrow at this same hour, Amen. 


Notes on Bringing up a New Year 


On the night that the new year arrived 


I talked with the cute little jigger 
In a tone of gentility, super-civility, 
But also with firmness and vigor. 
And I stated without a delay, 
As a citizen sober and solid, 
That he’s got to be tractable, matter- 
of-factable, 


Serious, steady and stolid. 


“Any breaks in the market,” I warned, 
“I'll regard as irreverent revels. 
You must bring my Petroleum, Steel 

and Congoleum 
Back to their yesteryear levels. 
Now you shouldn’t go kicking up wars 


For your own diabolical enjoyment, 


And you must be industrious, yearling, 


illustrious, 


Wiping out all unemployment.” 


Then I lectured on climate, of course, 
Stating just what we need for each 
season. 
And I showed how judiciousness con 
quers capriciousness, 
Using persuasion and reason. 
But you see—though I tutored the 
babe 
In performance both pleasing and 
prankless, 
Though I used my audacity, skill 
and sagacity— 
Raising a yearling is thankless! 
—A. L. L. 





Look At The Calendar 


AST year a calendar on the wall 

in my ofhce 
Pullman train of eight coaches. Daily 
as I settled to work it would be dash- 
ing along under a full head of steam. 
Apparently it had just pulled out from 
a radiator under a window a few feet 
behind and was making for the ice- 
water stand several feet ahead. 

This year tacked in the same place 
is a calendar showing an old-fashioned 
fire engine drawn by four wild-eyed 
horses. It is leaving the ice-water stand 
and heading full tilt for the radiator, 
Women and children scatter betore it. 
A helmeted fireman, looking as though 
he might let go to twirl his black mus- 
tachios, holds the taut reins. Another 
is uncoiling hose, while a third has a 
nozzle ready to throw water on my 
radiator. 1 hope it makes a better run 
than the train did. 

Somehow | am inclined to believe it 
will. The twelve-month schedule, rep 


showed an all- 


resented by a pad of twelve pages at 
the bottom ot the calendar, shows con- 
ditions are more favorable than they 
were last year. They are more favor- 
able tor firemen, writers, business men 
and tor everyone. The year starts out 
with five Saturdays in January, mean- 
ing five paydays. Last year January 
had only four paydays. 

This gets us away to a flying start 
in ’31. In °30 we began badly with 
only four paydays and never recovered. 

The first extra payday this year, com- 
ing as it does on the last day of Janu- 
ary, should carry us over into the short 
month of February with high hopes. 
It is true that last year the first day of 
February came on Saturday, a payday. 
But since most of us were not paid 
until one o'clock, we either told various 
persons to come back Monday or wrote 
checks and rushed to the bank Mon- 
day to catch them. This year it will 
be much better. The first day of Feb- 


“I bought forty shares and, believe me, it’s got me nervous!” 
(4) 


ruary is on Sunday. We are paid on 
Saturday and will have until Monday 
to make up our minds. 

The same is true of March this year. 
Its first day is on Sunday. The last 
day of February is on Saturday, a pay 
day. We may spend Sunday, March 1, 
with pencil and paper and solve many 
dificult problems before Monday. 

Spring comes in on March 21. Last 
year this was on Friday and we had to 
spend the entire day at the office. This 
year it is on Saturday and we spend 
only half the day at the office. No 
diagram is needed to show the °3: ar- 
rangement is quite an improvement. 


a this year will be about the 
same as April last year, but who 
cares if it is? April isn’t my idea of a 
month. Rain. Rain. Rain. Call them 
showers if you wish, but you'll get just 
as wet. After April, however—and 
here’s a discovery—after we get through 
April, we run into five paydays again 
in May. Suppose the April rains do 
ruin our hats and suits? In May we 
can buy some new things. 

Summer comes in on June 21. Last 
year this was on Saturday and we had 
to spend half the day at the office. This 
year it is on Sunday and we do not go 
near the office. Again no diagram is 
needed to show the ’31 arrangement is 
an improvement. 


The outlook for the remaining six 
months is equally encouraging. We 
come across such discoveries as five pay- 
days in August and five again in Octo- 
ber. Last year October had only tour 
paydays. The Fourth of July this year 
is on Saturday, while last year it was on 
Friday. The arrangement this year 
ends the argument as to whether we 
should be at the office the day after. 

Perhaps the greatest find is that this 
year has 53 Thursdays. There only 52 
of the other days. It is true that we 
had 53 Wednesdays last year, but who 
cares about Wednesday? No one ever 
got away for the week-end on Wednes- 
day. Sometimes it is possible to get 
away on Thursday, and this year we 
have 53 chances. 

Everything considered the calendar 
shows 1931 is a grand year for all of 
us. Anything we set out to do should 
prove successful. I even believe my 
firemen may reach the radiator. [ 
must speak to the furnace man and 
arrange things so the brave lads will 
not turn away in disgust at a false 
alarm. —Tom Sims. 








down his hand violently, arose from 
his chair, and went over to the window. 
Before he shut it he glanced out on 
the street below. Newspapers blew 
hither and yon. On the sidewalk were 
several ash cans crammed with refuse. 
An alley cat yowled, and two squawl 
ing dirty children fell to berating onc 
another. Shutting the window, West 
returned to the table, tripping over the 
rug as he did so. He picked up his 
hand savagely. “Bye,” he grumbled. 

The flabby man at his left went to 
four spades, and his three partners 
lapsed into sullen silence. “Come on,” 
he grumbled, “lead.” West, whose 
hair all too plainly proclaimed the use 
of bleaching materials, led the four of 
diamonds, and with a wheeze North 
laid down her hand. South stared 
sullenly at the dummy, and, very de 
liberately played the three. Through 
the thin walls of the room drifted the 
sounds of a jingly piano. 





“1nd who's that egg ?” 
—Parke Cummings. 


The Realist Describes A 
Bridge Hand 


2 pitt looked at his hand and bid 
one spade. The bridge lamp cast a 
yellow light on his sensual features. 
He was a paunchy flabby-faced, thick- 
lipped man. His finger nails needed 
manicuring, and there were several 
dingy-looking spots on his collar. 

West stared idly at the cheap, senti- 
mental tawdry designs on the backs of 
ler opponents’ cards. Sighing, she fell 
to studying her owh hand. Through 
the open window drifted the mawkish 
strains of a radio duet: “Hot pappa’s 
baby’s feeling blue tonight.” West 
shuddered. “Bye,” she murmured, set- 
tling back in her chair. The chair 
creaked. There were gaping holes in 
its covering, and one of the arms, 
rudely repaired, threatened to give way 
al any moment. 


“T“HREE spades,” said North with a 
complacent chuckle. She was an 
enormous double-chinned woman whose 
rasping irregular breathing proclaimed 
all too plainly a virulent case of ade- 
noids. A crudely-patterned silk dress 
enfolded her huge bulk like shroud, 
and a diamond ring glittered blatantly 
on her third finger. A gust of wind 
blew in through the open window. 
“Can’t we have that damn thing shut?” 
rasped her wheezing voice. “What's this I hear about your accepting bribes ?” 
West, suppressing an oath, threw “1w, Judge, let's not talk shop.” 


(5) 




















Commercial Martyrs 





Pasquale Carlucci, Sicilian wee, 
Is back once again in his dear Italy. 

His business was thriving, he worked with a will, 
He sold us the coal for our furnace until 

The oil-burner came, showing coal to be folly— 


And that was the end of The Maison Pasquale! 


One John Papadoulas, a Greek rather nice, 
By Special Appointment delivered our ice 
Our various viands and victuals to chill, 
Performing his functions expertly until 

The ice-box electric arrived at completion— 


And Johnny returned to his habitat Grecian! 


In days of my youth, starting daily at noon, 











The gang used to gather in Shultz’s Saloon. 

His gracious Gesellschaft consistently thrived— 

And then the Volstedian era arrived! 

So Shultz hung up curtains and darkened his hallways 

And still sets them up for the fellers, like always! 
—A. L. L. 














“Well, if it isn’t the last of Miss Fiditch, 


our old school teacher.” 


After the Income Attax 






It is now predicted that business will be out of the re- 
trenches by Spring. 


Time Out! 


After a lapse of three months a Philadelphia amnesia 
victim has recovered his memory. Doubtless it is em- 
barrassing to have him going about the house hinting 
at what he wants for Christmas. 












Rush of Business 






A hurried Chicago bandit who overlooked a bag con- 
taining $10,000 should remember to deduct it when 
making out his income tax. 


Holy Smoke 
WANTED—Christian with college education to take 
charge of furnace. Department of Christian Insti- 


tution. Address Box 134-B, Star office. “And don’t forget to bring back the new issue of 
—Ad in Washington Star. ‘House and Garden.” 
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Short Story With No Moral 


Once upon a time there was a Prohibitionist, who be- 
came alarmed at the attacks on the legality of the 
Eighteenth Amendment, so he sat down to study it | 
thoroughly, in order to convince himself that it was 
impregnable. Imagine his astonishment when he found 
a mass of stuff attached to it, that, somehow or another, 
he hadn’t thought about, when he voted for the Amend- 
ment! He read it all through, wondering how it escaped 


A aie. 


' 
; 
- 


x 
him on other occasions, and what he could do about it, \ 
now that it was there. 

It was the rest of the Constitution. —D. L. C. 
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“I’ve Taken My Pun Where 
I Foundered —"’ 


“A topographical error,” muttered the aviator as his 
plane crashed into the mountain. Ye Simile 


Broker: Your honor, he asked me why I didn’t 
save my money when I had it. 


“He’s false, Marie, as false as Nep- 
tune’s beard in a beauty pageant.” 

“Oh, I don’t know, I think he’s 
clean—like a head-waiter’s shirt-front.” 

“And as tight as a rubber band 
around a bootlegger’s bankroll.” 

“No! You know if he would take 
you out, you would be as happy as a 
red ant on a picnic plate—” 

“Bored as an aviator on a tricycle, 
you mean.” 

“Why, you would go nice to- 
gether—” 

“Sure, like Hoover and the Senate.” 

“Well, he’s prominent—” 

“Yes—like knees in Scotland.” 

“Elderly—perhaps—” 

“I know—but he wears his age as 
gracefully as a last week’s newspaper. 
Ha! Hal!” 

“Oh! You're as impossible as a 
blind beauty doctor!” 


The End. 

















HUB OEPAQTMENT STORE 


Dumb Justice 








The United States Circuit Court of 
Appeals has ruled that the Eighteenth 
Amendment is legal. So is a trip to 


Mars. 


























Wenches In City Park 
To Be Repainted 
This Spring 


























—Headline in Lancaster (O.) Gazette. 





aire looks A bout 


Bishops and Apostles 


HE Bishop of Rome, whom we 

know as the Pope, has come 

out with strong remarks against 
divorce and birth control, and with 
rather searching comments on mixed 
marriages and kindred matters. The 
deep concern of the celibate clergy 
about marriage is quite affecting. They 
won't admit that any marriage is bad 
enough to break. 

Perhaps we take them too hard, and 
especially the Bishops. Here is a voice 
from England. “None of the twelve 
apostles was ever a bishop or thought 
of founding an order of bishops. Christ 
was a layman and in the inner circle 
of his followers there was not a single 
priest. Fanatical churchmanship has 
heen the worst foe of Christianity, the 
Devil’s master stroke against the Reve- 
lation of Christ.” Whence all these 
rough assertions? From what scof- 
fer? From what doubter? From what 
irreverent? From a_ scoffer perhaps, 
but a reverend one, to wit: Dean Inge. 

Oh well, one could bear it just now 
if the Dean of St. Paul’s was preaching 
in New York. One hears that the con- 
gregation of St. John’s Cathedral shows 
a tendency to leak over into the Church 
of Brothers Fosdick and Rockefeller 
which is hard by. That is verv well. 
Competition is the life of trade, and 
in Brothers Fosdick and Rockefeller’s 
Church ample, 
both physical and spiritual. In the 
Cathedral of St. John’s physical condi- 
tions are at least in the way of enlarge 
ment. New Year greetings to the 
clergy of that institution in some cases 
took the form of “I wish you A Happy 


New Bishop.” 


accommodations are 


Empty Skyscrapers 
VERYBODY knows the times are 


bad, but comparatively few people 
know much about the details of their 
badness. For example, New York City 
is now full of tall buildings, both of- 
fice buildings and apartment houses. 
Somé are just completed; a good many 


are not yet completed. These new 
buildimgs are all in a way speculations. 
They have been built with borrowed 
money and on the basis of an expecta- 
tion of profit from rents. But how 
many of them, especially the new 
ones, are supplied with tenants. What 
is the prospect that they will be sup- 
plied with tenant’ What are the 
consequences of their not having a fair 
proportion of the tenants expected? 
As much information on this subject 
as a real estate agent can supply, if so 
disposed, in five minutes, will help very 
much to make the business depression 
a real picture to the listeners. Bank 
failures in agricultural states usually 
mean farmers’ notes and mortgages 
that cannot be collected. Bank fail- 
ures here, there have been a few, are 
apt to hark back to empty apartment 
houses. When the running expenses of 
an apartment house are two or three 
hundred thousand dollars a year, and 
the taxes may be a hundred thousand 
more, it must be tedious waiting for a 
large empty apartment house to fill. 


HERE are those who would not 

regret a halt in the building of tall 
towers on the Island of Manhattan. To 
these persons a good many of those 
that now stand are simply an expres- 
sion of greed; of a desire to get into a 
harvest a little ahead of someone else: 
to hog an opportunity that they have 
not created. The tall buildings have 
raised the valuation of real estate and 
increased the taxes of 
modest who 


thousands of 
owners do not at all 
profit by them. 


Of course there are tenants for all 


these tall buildings, the empty and 
half-empty apartment houses and even 
the altitudinous office and loft buildings 
could all be filled in a month with 
people who want heat, light and shel- 
ter. The difficulty would be to collect 
the rents necessary to carry the invest- 
ment. In Moscow and Petrograd that 
has not been an _ embarrassment. 
Houses lately residences of the opulent 
now house the most humble. So it 
was more or less in Vienna. How near 
an approach to that is possible in New 
York? As to that we cannot tell, but 
the betting would be against the possi- 
bility. | Nevertheless, persons impli- 
cated in promoting and financing vast 
new buildings, both completed and 
those under way, doubtless have 
anxious hours and will agree that there 
is a good deal of reorganization ahead 
of us, and that the real estate business 
will have its share. 


The New Morgan Partner 
R. PARKER GILBERT has be- 


come a partner in J. P. Morgan 
& Company, and nobody is surprised. 
Mr. Gilbert is a valuable man. He did 
a remarkable job, as everybody knows, 
in fixing up a reparations program for 
Germany. He is credited with having 
done Germany a great service which 
started her on the way to economic re- 
covery. There is plenty more work of 
a like sort for Mr. Gilbert to do and 
as a Morgan partner he will be in a 
good position to do it so far as it can 
be done without much assistance from 
the government of the United States. 

—F. S. Martin. 


, where's the fire?” 























SINBAD 
The eld string saver ! 
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Bouillon Cups 


F IN the future I am questioned 

concerning the requirements of the 
nation, I shall reply without hesitat- 
ing: “What this country needs is 
more two-handled cups for two-fisted 
drinkers.” 

By “two-handled cups” is meant, of 
course, bouillon cups. By “two-fisted 
drinkers” is meant anyone, left-handed 
or right-handed, who enjoys taking a 
firm hold on a cup and consuming its 
contents, whatever the contents may 
be, in comfort and safety. 

Let’s consider coffee-drinking; from 
one-handled cups and then from two- 
handled cups. 

It is morning. The sun has risen in 
the east and throughout our land, with 
its towering mountains and beautiful 
valleys, the nation is at breakfast. The 
nation doesn’t feel so well. Last night 
it was up late. With a hazy eye on the 
morning newspaper it reaches for its 


The Great Convenience of 





cup of coffee—mil- 
lions of hands 
reaching for mil- 
lions of one-handled 
cups—and what happens? Well, many 
things. 

Thousands of hands grope and miss 
the single handles. Hundreds of 
thumbs and fingers get in the hot cof- 
fee, and hundreds of faces scowl, while 
others display agony as the coffee is 
spilled on table cloths or in laps, and 
the result is breakfast table arguments. 
While this goes on the two-handled 
bouillon cups repose smugly in the china 
closet and our divorce courts are filled. 

Put the coffee in the two-handled 
cups. It is morning. Millions of 
hands grope for millions of cups and, 
there being twice as many handles as 
cups, the millions of hands grasp the 
millions and millions of handles and 
the steaming beverage goes quickly to 
the lips. If the hands are a bit un- 
steady, it is possible to grip both han- 
dles of the cup firmly, place both el- 
bows on the table squarely, and sip in 





“I’ve thoroughly enjoyed your little speech, sir—l wonder if you could 
let me have a dime for a cup of coffee ?” 
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_ belief. 





Imagination. 


safety. There are no hit or miss trips 
to the lips. The sun rises higher over 
our mountains and valleys. A happy 
nation that has got through breakfast 
without accidents or arguments skips 
lightly to the office and whistles its 
way cheerfully through the morning 


mail. Divorce judges doze in empty 
chambers. 
As for the morning-after drink, 


known as the hair of the dog, the only 
safe and sane container is the two- 
handled cup. The small glass in which 
the drink is generally served is utterly 
preposterous and inadequate beyond 
Gripping such a tiny object 
naturally makes the hand shake and 
the victim thinks he was out later than 
he really was. Serve the liquid in a 
two-handled cup and you send forth a 
man with confidence in himself. 


The convenience of the two-handled 
cup for tea should go unquestioned. 
Let’s consider that. 

It is an afternoon tea. The sun is 
sinking in the west. In a cozy living 
room the tea consumer sits on the edge 
of a chair. About her are many other 
tea consumers with whom she is talk- 
ing. She wears a new gown, a tea gown. 
In her lap is a plate containing sand- 
wiches, a salad, pickles and olives. In 
one hand she holds, daintily, a two- 
handled cup of tea. There is no place 
to set the cup. Yet, since the cup has 
two handles, she shifts easily. At no 
danger to her tea gown, the chair or 
the rug, she changes the cup from 
hand to hand and uses either hand for 
the sandwiches, salad, pickles and 
olives. In a burst of glory the sun 
sinks behind the hills, and months later 
Sir Thomas Lipton comes over here 
and loses another yacht race. 


—T. S. 
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“Now, one reminder before the program starts: Zippo Salts for a healthy constitution.” 






















Wrong Party— Excuse It 


Prince George, youngest son of King George, was 
thrown from a horse the other day. We understand he 
got up and said to the horse, “Say, who do you think 
] - 


Smile When You Do That 


An actor was arrested in Chicago for winking at a 
woman. That’s one thing in Chicago that’s simply not 
winked at, 








For Rent 





A raccoon weighing thirty-five pounds was captured 
Puc: For ninety-eight per cent of the gate, near Yates City, Ill. It is alive, so there are no college 
I'd sock ya on the nose! boys inside. 


Visiting the Bride 
This little book-cover came from 
Venice! 

























This little plaque came from Rome! 
Our only exercise in Cannes was tennis! 
This little picture is St. Peter’s dome! 


This 


bottle is from Bordeaux! 





little 





This little clock is from Paree! 


We'd have bought more if we'd had 
more dough! 


And this little pig said .. . wee! wee! 


—E. L. 


“Oh, John! Give him just one biscuit.” 





Three Is Trigger-Nometry 


“Any woman can shoot one man and go free, but 
suppose she shoots two?” says an editorial. That's 
bigamy. 


Merciful Goodness ! 


In Pennsylvania a jury made up entirely of women 
» acquitted a man charged with robbing a filling station 
We understand the forewoman said the man was not 
guilty just because. 





Nuts! 


A golf course has been established at the insane 
asylum at Austin. The patients petitioned for the 
privilege of playing golf, and their prayers were 
granted. We are not surprised that crazy people 
should desire to play golf; it seems the very game for 
them. People who are perfectly sane prefer the game 
of horseshoes, 


“By th’ way, Jones, have you met my better half ?” —Clarksville (Tex.) Times. 
(12) 








by January 3—Talking with 
Baird my husband of this and 
Leonard that, and when I com- 
plained about the _indis- 
tinctness of the monograms on some 
of the linens which I did receive 
for Christmas, Samuel said he did 
not think it made much difference 
as long as they did not read conspicu- 
ously “The Pullman Company” or 
“The McAlpin Hotel.” And we were 
minded of Hetty Skidmore, whose 
grief at a friend’s death was that she 
had gone to the pains of having some 
towels initialed for her shortly before 
she took to her bed. All the morning 
gone reading in a book called “Tin 
Pan Alley,” an absorbing history of 
popular song writing in this country, 
and I was amazed to learn that a mo- 
tion picture company paid Havelock 
Ellis ten thousand dollars for the right 
to his title, ““The Dance of Life,” albeit 
|! am certain that what the cinema 
people put out under that name bore 
no relation to the contents of Mr. Ellis’ 
hook. I was also interested to find that 
ham,” as applied to acting, comes 
from the ham fat with which players 
were wont to coat their faces before 
the introduction of grease paint. To 
luncheon at a publick with Ann An- 
drews, and we discussed the various 
peccadilloes of those who write about 
the drama, and Annie thinks that she 
ould really knock them out of their 
chairs by appearing in “Scarlet Sister 
Mary,” rewritten by Zoe Akins, and 
o do I. Home betimes, finding Dr. 
Bishop come to give me a jab in the 
arm against my malady, and I did be- 
seech him to give me nothing which 
would produce lethargy, for albeit those 
ibout me do doubtless welcome any 
remedy which will cause my spirits to 
ibate, I myself do dislike fighting off 
‘uperinduced sleep. I have also 
achieved an intense distaste for sitting 
down at table, preferring to have all 
my meals off trays, and preferably at 
hours which are not conventional. 
January 4 (Lord’s Day)—Awake in 
good season, talking of this and that 
with my husband and Miss McLean, 
and we did remark how when anybody) 
is knocked down in Paris it is always 
the editor of the Figaro, and how there 
never was a satisfactory fitted bag, and 
then to play a few rounds of backgam- 
mon with Samuel, he trouncing me 
with indelicate jubilation, and then he 


had the idea of painting his dressing- 
room floor, whereupon he painted him- 
self into a corner of it, so that we were 
virtually obliged to use hooks to ex- 
tricate him. So to tear up my Christ- 
mas cards, for I do not mean to save 
them a twelvemonth as is usually my 
custom, and I did think Billy Powell’s 
the most amusing of all, representing 
him standing in a topper and tails at a 
speakeasy bar, albeit I should like to 
know what woman in a white ermine 
coat chose to turn her back on the 
camera and allow him the exclusive 
rights to the scene. Nor was the Sher- 
man Chipmans’ greeting unoriginal, 
neither, with the three members of the 
family poking their heads through a 
newspaper featuring the most dire 
events that could befall mankind, and 
wishing us a Merry Christmas any- 


({ 


“Cook wants to marry me, sir. 
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how. Then I did telephone Susan to 
see if she would mind putting us on 
the “uncertain” list for her dance, and 
she said certainly not, there being five 
hundred and fourteen souls from whom 
she had received no word, so I de 
how many 
she had bidden in the first place, and 
she quoth, “Thirteen hundred.” She 
did also tell me how Matisse himself 
had paid them a visit on Christmas 
night after we all had departed, and it 
did not seem as if I endure 
having missed an encounter which 
would sound well before the fire when 
I “am old and gray and full of sleep,” 
albeit I probably should have found 
little to say to him beyond asking him 
if Santa had treated him kindly. This 
night my scales show a loss of twelve 
pounds, for which I do thank God. 


manded in astonishment 


could 


” 





Hot 


“Our costly heating plant is auto 
matic perfection, controlling equally all 
parts of the theatre.”—From a theatre 
program. In other words, row 7 is as 
warm as H. 








Cold 


When it was below 32 in New York 
recently, thermometers in Alaska went 
as high as 70. A former Alaskan tells 
us they have to shovel the snow off the 
lawns so they can cut the grass. 


“Madam—doesn't this challenge your imagination ?” 
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Great Minds at Work 


[ am of the firm conviction that we 
are nearer Utopia today in this coun- 
try than we ever were. 
—Ex-Governor Cox, Massachusetts. 


What I missed most during my first 
Christmas in Hollywood was holly. 
-Greta Garbo. 


If the typical American farmer got 
only one meal a day and had to go 


naked he would still be grossly over 
paid. —H. L. Mencken. 


If you were dying tonight and | 
offered you something that would give 
you ten added years to live, would you 
take it? You'd grab it. Well, fel 
lows, F've got it, but don’t wait till 
you're dying, or it won't do you a bit 
of good. It will then be too late. 
—Earle Liederman (Health Expert). 


Competitive experience teaches the 
victor to be modest and the loser to 
be generous. —Gene Tunney. 


Never Met Her 


“The bride is a woman of won- 
drous fascination and of remarkable 
attractiveness; with manner as en- 
chanting as the wand of a siren, and 
a disposition as sweet as the odor 
of flowers, and spirit as joyous as 
the caroling of birds, and mind as 
brilliant as those glittering tresses 
that adorn the brow of winter, and 
with heart as pure as dew-drops 
trembling in a cornet of violets. She 
will make the home of her husband a 
paradise of enchantment, like the 
lovely home of her girlhood, where 
the heaven-toned harp of marriage, 
with its chords of love and devotion 
and fond endearments send forth 
the sweetest strains of felicity that 
ever thrilled the senses with the 
rhythmic pulsing of ecstatic rapture." 


—From a Paducah (Ky.) newspaper. 


Yes, but can she cook? 





i Object! 


My master thinks it’s nice to watch me 
take a bath. 

And while i dry to tie me to a rope. 

But i cannot understan’ how any hu- 
man man 

Can think a puppy’s eyes are made for 
soap! 





My master thinks it’s nice to watch me 
take a bath. 

And to rub away the smallest dirty 
spot. 

But i cannot understan’ how any hu 
man man 

Would bathe a pup in water that’s too 
hot. 


My master thinks it’s nice to watch me 
take a bath. 

And run and shake my hair dry in 
the hall. 

But i cannot understan’ how any hu 
man man 

Would want to give a pup a bath at all. 


—Jane Winters. 


THe GENTLEMEN OF Tue Press: Who shot you, Mr. Lapone ? 


The Modern Dictionary 


{ecording, n. prop. The front or 
baptismal name of an eminent English 
and American household god. In 
swearing by this authority, the full 
name is usually employed. The deity’s 
surname is T’Hoyle. 








Calandridae, n. prop. The Weevil 
tamily. Its bad reputation is due to 
the fact one of its members, Boll, in- 
dulged in a political career. 


Celebrity, n. One who poses mo- 
mentarily upon the diving board of 
publicity (in order that the manufac- 
turers of cigarettes and cosmetics may 
obtain his photograph) before plung- 
ing into the waters of oblivion. The 
opposite of celebrity is tomorrow. 


Idleness, n. A state of unproduc- 
tivity. When exhibited by the poor it 
is called laziness. In the rich it is 
known as an aristocratic bearing. 


Pagan, n. In modern usage, one un- % . 
acquainted with the holy book of eti- % we 4a - 
quette. A lost soul who gropes fran- 
tically for the proper fork and forgets Wasuincton, D. C. 
which way to push the soup. “Tell Mr. Coolidge we found his other rubber under the 
—Asia Kagowan. kitchen sink, Mr. Peebles.” 
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Life in Washington 
By Carter Fievp. 
In the Presidential “Harness.” 


R. HOOVER was really entitled 
to a happy New Year’s Day. 
It looked for a few moments as though 
the witch's spell which had plagued 
him during 1929 had been broken, 
For the first time since Inauguration he 
had done something which was ap- 
proved in business circles, when he 
endorsed the consolidation plan of the 
railroad executives. There were no 
silly interviews by leading business mo- 
guls saying the tide had turned, and 
they intended great expansions. That 
was found pretty hollow in November 
and December, 1929, and for that mat- 
ter ever since. But the stock market 
actually staged a little rally. 

Yes sir, right in the face of heavy 
selling to establish income tax losses 
the market went up on the last two 
days of that terrible year. And for that 
matter kept on going up at the first 
session of the stock exchange after 
New Year's. 

Which doubtless brought a sigh of 
relief from John J. Raskob, who had 
entered the sixty day prediction con- 
test just before election by saying over 
the radio that business would improve 
early in January. So no wonder when 
Senator Arthur Capper held up the 
New Year’s reception line long enough 
to tell the President he hoped the New 
Year would be much better, the chief 
executive retorted grimly: 

“Well, it could hardly be any worse.” 

Perhaps the next four people in line, 
who heard this, had a more really hu- 
man feeling for the President as they 
gripped his hand a moment later. 

Another thing happened New Year's 
Day that was a good break for the 
President. Actually it was simply an- 
other demonstration of the man’s pas- 
sion for relieving suffering. He noticed 
two chilly and hungry looking men 
in the cold outside—waiting for the 
reception line to be admitted. He had 
them brought in and given _break- 
fast, but not, as reported, with him. 

And then came Couzens—Jim 
Couzens—senator from Michigan. In 
just three days he entirely displaced 
Mr. Hoover as Wall Street’s pet target. 
His attack on the railroad consolida- 
tion plan—the first ray of sunshine the 
boys in the financial district had seen 
for fifteen long months—was devas- 
tating. 


Here was the President actually try- 
ing to Do something for business—in- 
stead of asking business to do some- 
thing for labor it could not afford— 
and a United States senator began 
throwing rocks at him. Why it not 
only made Hoover their champion—in 
the minds of these investors and specu- 
lators from Maine to California, for 


Wall Street actually reaches that far— 
but it created sympathy for him. 
And the really funny part of the 





“It's this durn depression |” 


situation is that no one in Washington 
believes any lieutenant, press agent, 
secretariat member, or potent friend 
from Belgian Relief Days had anything 
to do with it. On the contrary, report 
has it that the President was genuinely 
annoyed with Mr. Couzens. Not the 
synthetic rage which his advisers have 
urged at times, but the real article. 
Of course, Wall Street was all pre- 
pared to dislike Mr. Couzens. Business 
in general has approved for years the 
abolition of tax exempt securities, as 
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advocated by its patron saint, Andrew 
W. Mellon, and the lamented Mr. Cool- 
idge. Couzens, having put most of the 
money derived from the Model T Ford 
into tax free bonds, was indignant at 
the suggestion. Ensued a battle be- 
tween Mellon, as tax collector, and 
Couzens. Even when Couzens was at- 
tacked by the Anti-Saloon League in 
the recent election, because six years 
ago he had made a speech for five per 
cent beer, it did not altogether restore 
his popularity. 

Right at present he is way out in 
front of Smith Wildman Brookhart, 
George W. Norris and all the rest in 
the unpopularity contest of the “earned 
income” boys. 

But Mr. Hoover is not yet very hap- 
py, despite all this. When he was Sec 
retary of Commerce it was so simple, 
comparatively. Was there a situation 
over in the Labor Department to be 
fixed up? He got right on the job. 
He would tell the trade paper editors, 
sitting mentally at his feet at lunch 
eon and drinking in wisdom, just what 
should be done. And when it came to 
doing it Jim Davis, the genial secretary 
of labor, did not care how much 
Hoover helped him. Or for that mat- 
ter how much credit he got for it. 

Was there something wrong in our 
foreign relations? Hoover, and not 
Kellogg, was the fount to which every- 
one turned.  Kellogg’s lieutenants 
gnashed their teeth, poured out their 
troubles to their friends. Once even 
President Coolidge was annoyed at a 
report resulting from some such activ- 
ity, to the effect that Hoover would 
succeed Kellogg as secretary of state. 
He promised the correspondents he 
would never appoint Hoover to that 
place. 

But within three days Mr. Coolidge 
was assuring the correspondents how 
much he thought of Mr. Hoover, and 
as for Mr. Kellogg—just look where 
that fellow they used to call “Nervous 
Nellie” in the Senate has gotten! 

But as President, Mr. Hoover has 
found things very different. Does he 
desire to speed up public buildings to 
help unemployment? The supervising 
architect's office develops a mania for 
winding red tape. Does he desire to 
let the railroads consolidate so as to 
be able to meet competition from bus, 
truck and pipe lines? Members of the 
Interstate Commerce Commission are 
indignant, and senators act up. But 
they speak of the power of the Presi- 
dent’s office! 














‘Theatre. » Baird Leonard 


Five Star Final 


HE avidity tor circulation which 
characterizes all contemporary 
periodicals has been excitingly con- 
centrated in “Five Star Final” on a 


tabloid which goes about the business: 


disreputably. The pace of the piece 
has been quickened by the method of 
staging, which allows two or three sets 
to be shown at once or flashed from 
one to the other according to the de- 
mands of the action. We thus jump 
from the switchboard to the publisher 
to the contest editor to the circulation 
manager to the paper's speakeasy, Cel. 
in less time than you can say “Arthur 
Brisbane.” The sheet which stirs up 
the plot is “The New York Evening 
Gazette,” which endeavors to add fifty 
thousand to its circulation by unearth- 
ing a story of twenty years ago out of 
which a woman who justifiably mur- 
dered her seducer emerged anonymously 
into a respectable life and the legitimate 
motherhood of a daughter whose marri- 
age is scheduled to take place on the 
day of the first installment of the Nancy 
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Voorhees tragedy. The desperate par- 
ents try every means within their lim- 
ited power to stop publication of the 
scandal, but the hypocritical publisher 
and his henchmen are adamant, even 
sending a fake clergyman up to get a 
photograph of the girl on her wedding 
eve. (And what, by the way, is a paper 
like “The New York Evening Gazette” 
doing with a religious editor?) On 
the following day, one of their camera 
men and a sob sister use burglars’ 
methods to enter their flat, only to find 
Nancy and her husband stretched out 
as suicides. That is sufficient for the 
central action, which is grim and thrill- 
ing. I was even more interested by 
the general excellence of the types 
which contributed to it, from the stereo- 
typed courtesy of the drawling switch- 
board operator to the perfect costuming 
and genteel animosity of the climbing 
matron who wanted her son’s fiancée’s 
picture in the Herald-Tribune and who 
had made out a long wedding list 
which approached the Social Register 
as nearly as it was possible for her to 
get. Ziggy, the contest editor who 


wanted to race four hundred taxicabs 
from the Bronx to the City Hall, en. 
chanted me with his side rackets and 
breezy, go-getting chicaneries, and 
Arthur Byron, as the managing editor 
who had bluffed himself into the belief 
that “ideals won't put a patch on your 
pants” only to find that money won't 
put a patch on your soul, was as excel. 
lent as usual, and I hope, after “One, 
Two, Three” and “Five Star Final,” 
that his next rdle will not involve the 
use of a single telephone. Every other 
character deserves equally honorable 
mention, even the policeman who slept 
fourteen hours in Corcoran’s speakeasy, 
and even the Rev. Ipsopod, who al- 
though tiresome and out of place, was 
probably meant to be the former and 
was more or less necessary to the plot 

This is the second play of the season 
which has taken a whack at the tab. 
loids, and it has done so more eflective- 
ly than the Guild’s “Midnight.” ft 
will detract nothing from their circula- 
tion. Two of them come regularly to 
my house, one because I like “Little 
Orphan Annie” and the other because 


In “The Truth Game”—Below, we find lvor No 
vello, author and leading man, being cute in broken 
English and getting ready to laugh at one of his 
own jokes. The lady is the efficient Phoebe Foster 





In this cor-nah, Billie Burke displays unusual 
optimism as she dresses Viola Tree up for the 


purpose of getting herself a man. 








In “Midnight”—Below, Linda 


Watkins tells Robert 


Strange, the district attorney, why she murdered her lover. 
Mr. Strange is being very receptive for political reasons. 
it the right, Glenn Anders and Fredrick Perry go into a 
huddle over the messy affair. This is the first melodrama ever 
produced by the Theatre Guild. It may discourage them. 





I like gossip. It never occurs to me, 
unless the name of an acquaintance 
catches my eye, to look at the pictures 
which are the basis of their lurid repu- 
tation. But it does occur to me at the 
moment, that the sharpest bit of satire 
ever directed against them was in 
“Beggar on Horseback,” when one of 
their camera men was asked why he 
put captions under his pictures, and 
replied, “Some of our subscribers can 
read, and they tell the others.” 


Reflections on Camille 


HE CIVIC REPERTORY 

THEATRE has announced a 
revival of “Camille.” The news- 
papers mention that Miss Eva Le 
Gallienne arrives for the direction of 
its performance in a simple tailored suit 
and lavender blouse, whereas Modjeska 
would doubtless have appeared at re- 
hearsals in furs and trailing velvets, 
and Clara Morris in puffed sleeves and 
enshrouding face veils. They do not 
mention the reminiscences which the 
announcement awakens in those who 


were children in a day when “Camille” 
was a household word which was never 
spoken except in whispers over tea 
tables by misty-eyed women unaware of 
little girls who, although apparently 
engrossed in cutting out paper dolls on 
the floor or watching the passing show 
with their noses pressed against a win- 
dow pane, were nevertheless unobvi- 
ously enraptured by conversation which 
they knew was not intended for them. 
Some of the afternoon talk in those days 
centered upon an allegedly scandalous 
woman named Olga Nethersole, who 
was touring the provinces in a play 
called “Sappho.” She was actually 
bringing it to our town, and although 
the gentry were of two minds about 
attending it, I gathered, from subse 
quent eavesdropping, that the matinées 
were packed with our most respectable 
matrons. What disturbed them chiefly, 
as far as I could make out, was that a 
lady had been carried up a staircase by 
a gentleman who was very fond of her, 
and since I myself was borne up one 
almost nightly by a loving father, the 
cause of their outraged twitterings was 
by no means clear to me. When, a 
little later, I sought literary reassurance 
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in these matters, | was almost as much 
at sea. One day, on a filching expedi- 
tion for the box of chocolates which | 
had surreptitiously ascertained was al- 
ways kept in the bottom drawer of my 
mother’s bureau underneath the peig- 
noirs and taffeta petticoats, | came upon 
a volume from our green set of “The 
French Classical Romances.” It was 
entitled “The Lady cf the Camellias,” 
and I knew at once that | had struck 
oil. I devoured it at a sitting, and was 
moved to a great pity that a lady with 
so many beautiful 
cially the gold and silver toilet arti 
cles, should be obliged to renounce 
her sweetheart and meet an early 
death And to 
an even surprise that she 
should seem disgraceful to my elders, 
when poor Mrs. Thompson, who re- 
ceived so much attention on baking 
and preserving days that it was a won- 
der she had not already died of dys- 
pepsia, was probably much worse 
off, having what wa8 known as the 
“galloping” variety of the malady. I 
doubt if my reaction, when I behold 
Miss Le Gallienne’s “Camille,” will be 
much different. 


possessions, espe 


from consumption. 


greater 





“The Right To Love™ 


HE consistently splendid acting 
of Ruth Chatterton raises any 
picture in which she appears 
out of the usual class, which is about 
the only criticism that we can offer of 
her performance in this screen version 
of the novel, “Brook Evans.” The 
story deals with the life of a mother 
and daughter, both loving the gay 
things in life, and both denied them 
. an unhappy tale which is made 
the more tearful by Miss Chatterton’s 
convincing performance and the admir- 
able support she receives from David 
Manners, Paul Lukas and Irving Pich- 
el. It seems to this reviewer that 
few of us are in the mood for tearful 
movies at this point, what with all the 
grief you hear broadcast in the streets 
and speakeasies. 

Nevertheless, there is one very im- 
portant thing about this film which is 
cause for a whoop or two—something 
which has nothing to do with Miss 
Chatterton, Director Richard Wallace, 
nor any member of the cast. It is 
a new sound device known technically 
as “Noiseless Recording,” which has 
been perfected by Western Electric and 
is used for the first time commercially 
in this picture. By means of this de- 
vice, external sounds are further elimi- 
nated from talking pictures, thereby 
bringing film reproduction of the hu- 
man voice a step nearer per‘ection. We 
hope you read this before you see the 
picture, so that you may make par- 
ticular note of the startlingly natural 
sound reproduction. 

The combination of Miss Chatter- 
ton and “Noiseless Recording” makes 
“The Right To Love” worth while. 


‘“*Paid™ 


HIS screen adaptation of Bayard 
Veiller’s “Within The Law” is 
by far the best thing Joan Crawford 
has done since “Our Dancing Daugh- 
ters.” Under Sam Wood’s sympathetic 
directing Miss Crawford again proves 
her position as a dramatic actress of the 
first water, a circumstance which we 
trust will save her from further films 
in which her status as a star is meas- 
ured by her ability to appear present- 
able in swell gowns and furs, or in 
practically no clothes at all. 
If you saw the stage version of 





Mlowvie Ss - \& Harry Hwans 


“Within The Law,” we can promise 
that the film will not be a disappoint- 
ment—which is no faint recommenda- 
tion, as the play was one of the most 
powerful dramatic productions in re- 
cent years. The many delicate dramat- 
ic situations are convincingly handled 
by a cast which Director Wood has se- 
lected with exceptional foresight .. . 
special mention being due the work of 
Robert Armstrong, John Miljan, Marie 
Prevost, Robert Emmet O’Connor and 
George Cooper. A newcomer, Kent 
Douglass, gives an impressive perform- 
ance playing opposite Miss Crawford. 


a he Lash” 


HE rumors that Richard Barthel- 

mess has been living too well and 
with too little care are not borne out 
by his work in “The Lash.” It is true 
that Dick is getting a bit chubby, 
which does detract in a measure from 
his screen appearance, but he retains 
his ability to please this reviewer be- 
cause of his fine speaking voice and 
pleasant personality. Moreover, he has 
lost none of the Barthelmess earnest- 
ness, which is always refreshing as 
well as convincing. 

The story takes place during the 
period right after the war with Mexico 
vhich changed California from a 
Mexican to an American possession 
and changed the weather to climate. 
Mr. Barthelmess plays the rdle of one 
of the original Native Sons—proud 
Mexican—hates Gringos—turns bandit 
to right the wrongs being done to his 
people by the thieving, robbing 
Americanos. 

His cutest gesture of disapproval is 
to stampede a herd of cattle right 
through one of the border towns in a 
spectacular display that will make you 
hold your breath and may raise a howl 
from the S. P. C. A. 

The manner in which the Ameri- 
cans in this film carry on makes one 
sympathize with Dick’s crowd, but if 
the Mexicans in those days thought 
their beautiful California was “being 
abused and mistreated it is a good 
thing they were spared the coming of 
Hollywood. 

The part of Dick’s girl friend is 
played by the lovely Mary Astor, of 
whom we see far too little. Robert 
Edeson, James Rennie and Marion 
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Nixon also deserve a hand .. . and 
George Stone, whom you may re. 
member as a fine comedian, turns 
character actor and gets over big as a 
tough Mex. 


“The Man Who Came Back” 


HEN the talkies came along 

Janet Gaynor and Charles Far. 
rel were placed in the precarious posi- 
tion of losing a lot of well-earned 
prestige by their inexperience in speak- 
ing lines. To overcome this handicap 
they both worked hard and their pro- 
ducers helped as much as possible by 
introducing them in simple speaking 
roles which required the minimum 
amount of oratorical ability. An ex- 
ample of the care and patience exer- 
cised by the Fox Company in present- 
ing this attractive pair of youngsters 
was seen in “Sunny Side Up,” when, 
in an effort to record Miss Gaynor’s 
singing voice with a reasonable amount 
of pleasantness, technicians spent hours 
juggling microphones, orchestras and 
Miss Gaynor. A man who worked in 
this picture told the writer that one of 
these singing scenes was shot more 
than thirty times before it was allowed 
to stand. 

Despite the obvious shortcomings of 
both Miss Gaynor and Mr. Farrell in 
talkies, their popularity as silent per- 
formers seemed to hold over, and the 
producers, becoming reassured, con- 
vinced themselves that their star team 
was ready for bigger and better things, 
so we now find them cast in “The 
Man Who Came Back.” The stupidity 
of this is amazing. If all of the bro 
midic, high-sounding speeches in the 
world were placed end to end they 
wouldn’t reach from one end of the 
scenario to the other. In almost every 
scene Janet and Charley are required 
to deliver long dissertations on life 
and love that would tax the ability of 
the most competent actors. They 
haven’t a chance to put it over... 
you can plainly see at times that they 
know they are over their heads .. . 
and the result is a very bad film. 

“The Man Who Came Back” is 2 
story of regeneration which teaches the 
lesson of giving a person another 
chance. It seems particularly inappro 
priate coming as it does at a crucial 
point in the careers of these two de- 
serving young performers. 












Democracy 


Wiiute: Pop, what’s the difference 
between a democracy and an autoc- 
racy? 

Por: An autocracy is governed by 
one person whose word is law, while 
a democracy is governed by a number 


f persons whose laws are just words. 


Broadcasting Sunshine 


Raising the income tax is a good psy 
chological move. It will give the un 
emploved something to be thankful for. 


“Now, who th’ heck threw this banana peel on the tice ? 


The Letters of a Modern Father 


My Dear Daughter: 

We were glad to get your note saying you were settled 
down at boarding school for a quiet semester of productive 
work. As the first sales letter of a series that will end 
when you get ready to reveal your plans and requests 
for Spring vacation it is a pretty good job. If I wer 
criticizing it I would say it is too affectionate and prom 
ises too much. Even your mother looked up when she 
was reading it and asked, “You don’t suppose she ts 
after something, do you?” 

You ask me if business is getting better. I think so 
I haven’t heard anybody at the club trying to pronounc: 
Mr. Legge’s name for a week now and people don’t 
alternate ekka-nomics and eeka-nomics like thev used to 

I suspect things reached the low last week without 
the country realizing it. Your brother Sheridan addressed 
the Junior Chamber of Commerce on “Our Gold Re 
serves: A Challenge and a Responsibility.” 

When he came over to mv office afterward to borrow a 
couple of dollars he told me they had given him a fine 
hand and several members said they wouldn't have missed 
it for anything. 

Sheridan is going to be an investment salesman as soon 
as he gets his brief case initialed. I wish you could writ 
his letters for him. I believe you could sell Nichola: 
Murray Butler a new football stadium. 

Your Affectionate Father, 
McCreapy Huston 
The Apple of His Eye 

Senator Davis should have told the committee that 
accused him of buying his election that he was only 
following the nation-wide slogan—“Buy Now.” 


Good Judgment 
Oregon turns down a law prohibiting cigarettes. After 
Don’t be silly, Mr. Peebles—it was an automobile back- all, there is no good reason why the state should go out 
firing—those must be moth-holes in your hat.” of its way to encourage their use, 


CHICAGO. 
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Looking into 1931 


With the Pessimist: 





With the Optimist: 




























JANUARY 


A month to rise and cheer again A bitter cold and blowy month, 


And launch a happy year again. A woeful, windy, snowy month. 


FEBRUARY 


Month when all the world’s benign, Laryngitis, tonsilitis, 


Ruled by St. Valentine. Influenza and bronchitis. 


MARCH 


Add to Fate’s Ferocious Whacks: 
First Installment Income Tax! 


Hear the cosmic chorus sing: 
“Welcome, merry Ma’mselle Spring!” 


APRIL 


Laughing month of fragrant flowers If the moths don’t get your clothes 


Kissed by ardent April showers. April showers wet your clothes! 


MAY 
Birds and bees and smiling skies, Back-seat drivers, traffic jams, 
Zephyrs, heifers, lovers’ sighs. Punctured tires, angry “damns'” 


JUNE 


Mister Cupid 
Snares the Stupid! 


Herr Professor, please begin 

Wedding March from Lohengrin. 
JULY 

Sailing, swimming, diving, rowing. Stuffy flats and sleepless nights 


Picnic parties, bungalowing. Or gnawing gnats and skeeter bites 


AUGUST 


Gayest recreation time, Dismal days of boarders’ chatter 


Favorite vacation time! While the rair goes pitter-patter! 


SEPTEMBER 


Note, the 


glummer, 


Now in retrospect we treasure while your soul grows 


Every carefree summer pleasure. 
Cash disbursements for the summer. 





OCTOBER 


Nut-brown month when glens and Dying leaves light on your lawn; 
glades (Take your topcoat out of pawn) 


Gleam in Nature’s rarest shades. 


NOVEMBER 


Armed with gun and favorite pipe, Fellow hunters, on the lea, 


Hunter stalks the quail and snipe. Puncture your anatomy. 


DECEMBER 


Month to plant a 
Bomb for Santa! 
—Arthur L. Lippmann 


All the world’s in merry rhyme, 
Happy, Happy Christmas time! 


Nae TE ex 
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“Just a spot before dinner, Robinson.” 


Town and Country 


It is found that in ten years our urban population has 
increased from 51 per cent to 56 per cent. At this rate 
we'll soon be out of the woods. 


Inns and Outs 


A Pittsburgh man is suing his brother to regain pos- 
session of two summer hotels. One might say he knew 
ittle about hotel keeping. 


For Sound ? 


PERSONAL—DEAR JOE, please come home and wire 
me. 


—Illinois paper. 
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Ana gri ns 


Scramble up some fun for yourself. 
Take each word given below, rearrange 
the letters in it and with the one given 
letter make up the new word which is 
defined. 


(1) Scramble /oader with an s and 
get some bad troubles. 


(2) Scramble dleed with an i and 
get the way you like your food. 


(3) Scramble search with an r and 
get Robin Hood’s men. 


(4) Scramble eating with an / and 
get something for dessert. 


(5) Scramble eating with an r and 
get a poor friend. 


( Answers on Page 31) 


Easy Go, Easy Come 


The other day a divorce was granted 
in three minutes in Reno. But the 
trouble with such quick divorces is 
they seldom last 


Mack Sennett, Our Old School 
Teacher 
An East Orange baker threw pies at 


two robbers. And yet there are those 
who say the movies are not educational. 












































CHICAGO 


John Simakin of Chi- 
cago, suing for divorce, complained of 


writer's cramp as one of the reasons for 
his action. 

“Twice 
years | sent my wite in Russia money. 
| asked her to make the trip to Amer- 
ica and she refused. Now I am tired 
ot writing her address.” 

The wite’s Saratovska 
Gubarnia-Kamishinski, Uesd  Aelo, 
Werchana-Dobrinka, Union of Social- 
ist Soviet Republics.” 


each month for seventeen 


address is: 


SAPULA, OKLA—A_ Republican 
canvasser explained to one voter, a 
full-blooded Creek County Indian, how 
to vote by telling him that there would 
be two and an 
eagle; and told him that all he had to 


do was to put a cross under the eagle 


sy mbol Ss, a rooster 


on the ballot. 

After election he asked the 
it he had taken the advice. 
eagle. See buzzard and chicken. No 
like buzzard. Put under 
chicken.” 


Indian 
“No see 


cross 


FORT MORGAN, COLO.—Skiing 
on the sand dunes has become a popu- 
lar sport in the San Luis Valley and 
eathusiasts claim it has all the excite- 
ment of skiing on a snow course. 


JACKSONVILLE, FLA —Postmas- 
ter Roose received a letter with the fol- 
lowing address: Mrs. E. H. Holmes, 
who lives next door to Mrs. Jenkins, 
who owns a cow, Jacksonville, Fla. 


PROSPECT, CONN.—Lester Green, 
a farmer, set out with his horse and 
wagon, with ten barrels of apples to 
do his Christmas shopping. These he 
swapped for thirty bags of flour. 
Twenty-nine of the bags went in ex- 
change for a shipment of ham. All 
day long he continued his bartering 
and it is claimed he arrived home, 
Christmas Eve, driving a car, bearing 
a fur coat for Mrs. Green, a pipe and 
tobacco for himself, fixings for a huge 
Christmas dinner, five gallons of gaso- 
line and fifty cents. 


NEW YORK—Three bandits held 
up Max Allen, a printer, and finding 
no cash on the premises, forced Allen 
to write a check for $200. One of the 
robbers went to the bank, while the 
others guarded Allen and his office boy. 
In about twenty minutes he returned 
with the cash, and the three bandits 
made off. 


SAN FRANCISCO—In order to 
teach kindergarten pupils to count, the 
Sarah B. Cooper School has installed a 
miniature golf course. 







“I talked to her, but it ain't no use. She won't play benefits |” 
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And Abroad 


LONDON—England is already tired 
of miniature golf. Many courses have 
closed down, and the one shilling a 
round rate has dropped to four pence 


TEXCUTZINGO MOUNTAIN. 
MEXICO—Explorers have discovered 
a luxurious bathing place in the extinct 
cave of the volcano where a stone 
stairway led down to a sound stone 
bath tub, its rim carved with frogs, in 
which the ancient Aztec Princess 
bathed in the hot and mineral waters 
which existed in the volcano. The dis 
trict is known as the “Bath of King 
Netzehualcoyotl.” 


PARIS—Officials of the Paris zoo are 
puzzling over how to transport seven 
girafles, part of a large shipment of 
African animals, from Marseilles to the 
capital. 

They have plenty of time to figure 
it out because the beasts must be kept 
four months in quarantine at Marseilles 

The puzzle comes from the fact that 
the tunnels on the railroads trom the 
southern coast are too low for the long 
necks of the giraffes, and transporta 
tion by motor truck may make the 
animals sick. It is recalled that in 1850 
a giraffe was brought from Marseilles 
to the local zoo “on the hoot.” 


HATZEG, TRANSYLVANIA—.\ 
quack who settled here made many 
miracle cures and received so 
money that the authorities arrested 
him. He thereupon disclosed his pos 
session of a university degree of Doctor 
of Medicine, declaring that he posed a: 
a quack because there was more money 
in it. 


muc! 


BUDAPEST—The Hungarian cap 
tal recently experimented with a three 
day period of prohibition. The number 
of arrests for drunkenness was record 
breaking. 


LONDON—A patient in the Lon 
don Hospital who needed a blood trans 
fusion to save his life, refused to accept 
it. He found that the donor was of a 
different religion, and therefore re- 
fused to have anything to do with him 
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LIFE’S TICKET SERVICE 


How Lire readers can get good 
orchestra seats at box-office prices 
to all shows on this page indicated 
by stars. 
See Page 32 











(Listed in the order of their openings) 


Plays 


WGrEEN Pastures. Mansfield. $4.40—The 
Bible. story as it appears to the negro— 
beautifully and amusingly done. 

*®Twar’s Gratirune. John Golden. $3.00— 
Frank Craven in a hilarious comedy of 
American homelife in a small town. 

*®Once In A Liretime. Music Box. $3.85— 
Sat. Hol. $4.40—10,000 laughs at Holly- 
wood—with one of the authors, George 
Kaufman—in the cast. 

®Tue Greexs Hap A Worn For It. Harris. 
$3.85—Sat. Hol. $4.40—Three ex-chorines 
live, love and fight in Zoe Akins’ great 
show. 

*Mrs. Moonticut. Hopkins. $4.40—Whim- 
sical story of a woman who cannot look 
old. 


Crvic Repertrory.—Eva Le Gallienne and her 
group doing some excellent work way down 
on 14th Street. 


*®Pacan Lapy. 48h Street. $3.85—Lenore Ul- 
ric makes a regular melodrama—GLAM- 
OROUS. 

*®Onx Tue Spor. Forrest. $3.00—Sat. Hol. 
$3.85—Melodramatic burlesque of our Chi- 
cago gangsters by our English friend— 
Edgar Wallace. 

*®Man Iw Possession. Booth. $3.85—Sat. Hol. 
$4.40—Slight comedy of love and bill-col 
lecting in England. Another all-English 
cast. 

WEvizasetH THE Queen. Martin Beck. $3.00 
—The Lunts make an historical romance a 


thing to be remembered. 


®Granp Horer. National. $4.40—Exciting 
drama of 36 hours in a Continental hotel. 
With Henry Hull and Eugenie Leontovitch. 

*®TonicHt Or Never. Belasco. $3.85—Sat. 
Hol. $4.40—Helen Gahagen at Mr. Relas- 
co's instigation finds opera singers must 
LIVE for their art's sake. 

*®Art Anp Mrs. Borrir. Maxine Elliott's. $3.85 
—Jane Cowl and company take up their 
cudgels against artistic folk. 

&THe Vinecar Tree. Playhouse. $3.85—Sat. 
Hol. $4.40—Sparkling comedy with Mary 
Roland as a feather-brained woman with a 
romantic imagination for the past. 

%On Promist Me! Morosco. $3.00—Sat. Hol. 
$3.85—Raucous farce with Lee Tracy, suc- 
cessfully blackmailing an elderly philanderer 
with no evidence. 

*Finsr Nicut. Eltinge. $3.00—If you must 
have a mystery—here’s one. And the vil- 
lain is discovered in the audience. 


*®Tuis Is New Yorx. Plymouth. $3.85—Rob- 
ert Sherwood’s entertaining comedy of con- 
temporary New Yorkers with the lovely 
Lois Moran. 


WOverture. Longacre. $3.00—Discussion of 
what happens to workers when they have 
a successful revolution. 


&Perricoat INFiveNce. Empire. $3.85—Helen 
Hayes through charm and blackmail gets 
her husband his promotion from Henry 
Stephenson. 


*Lire Is Like Trat. Little. $2.50—Perhaps 
this isn’t here now! 


®THe Trout Game. Barrymore. $3.85—Ivor 
Novello skips about but Billie Burke and 
Phoebe Foster and Viola Tree are here. 


*®Mipnicut. Guild. $3.00—The Guild does a 
melodrama on the injustice of our justice. 
With Linda Watkins and Glenn Anders. 


WFive Star Finar. Cort. $3.00—Sat. Hol. 
$3.85—A vigorous, melodramatic attack on 
scandal-mongering newspapers. With Arthur 


Byron. 


®Coioner Satan. Fulton. $3.85—Booth Tark- 
ington’s play dealing with certain romantic 
episodes in the life of Aaron Burr while 
he was in exile in France in 1811. 


*&Piitip Goes Fortu. Biltmore. $3.85—George 
Kelly's new comedy of a boy with ambi- 
tions to be a playwright. 


*Tomorrow Anpd Tomorrow. Henry Miller. 
$3.85—Philip Barry uses the microscope on 
a lady making her choice of husband or 
lover. 
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®Anatot. Lyceum. $3.00—A revival of the 
gentleman's affairs with Joseph Schildkraut 
in the title role. 


Musical 


®Nina Rosa. Majestic. $5.50—Everything a 
musical comedy should be in a regulation 
way. With Guy Robertson, Ethelind Terry 
and Armida. 

*Fine Anp Danpy. Erlanger. $5.50—Joe Cook 
and all gadgets in a swell show. 

*®RBrown Buppies. Liberty. $3.00—An all-col- 
ored show with more than the usual pep— 
and Bill Robinson tap-dancing 

®Turee’s A Crown. Selwyn. $5.50—Sat. Hol. 
$6.60—That grand trio—Libby Holman, 
Fred Allen and Clifton Webb—in the most 
entertaining revue in town 

WGirt Crazy. Alvin $5.50—Top-notch, lively 
show set to Gershwin music—with comedy 
by Willie Howard and Ethel Merman stop 
ping the show Don't miss the cowboy 
quartette. 

®THe New Yorkers. Broadway. $5.50—Sat. 
Hol. $6.60—Sophisticated smart revue with 
the maximum of §stars—Clayton, Jackson 
and Durante: Frances Williams, Hope Wil 
lams and Waring’s Pennsylvanians. 

*&kMeetr My SIstTer Shubert. $5.50—George 
Grossmith and Bettina Hall in a mild hit 
WITHOUT ONE CHORUS IN IT. 

*®You Sai It. Chanin's 46th Street. $4.40— 
Collegiate musical featuring Lou Holtz 


(Continued on Page 31) 


“Look here, I've been waiting a couple of hours in this club! 
Surely you can tell my uncle that I'm here.” 


“I daren’t disturb anyone in the Lounge, sir. 
“Well, go over and see if he’s still warm.” 
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Bystander. 
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The Day the Circus Train 
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Was Wrecked at Wormwood Junction 








Our Foolish Contemporaries 





Slogan for Hollywood film stars— 
“Now you're talking!” 
—Dublin Opinion. 


“Only a week ago a friend of mine 
married a cooking school graduate, 
and now he has run off and left her.” 

“Perhaps it was something he ate.” 


—New Bedford Standard. 





YEA 
: ne ger . 
His Girt Frienv (udmiringly): How nde 
in the world do you make up your : 
jokes, Mark? y 
. ° ( 
Mark Twain: | sit down and laugh, ; 
; ’ in g 
and then think backwards. § 
; int 
—Virginia Reel. 
you 
SHoxr-SichtEp Bic-Game Hunrer: Excuse me, sir, but do you ; 
; = the 
happen to have seen a gorilla anywhere in the neighborhood ? : 
. agai: 
Humorist. " 
“And how was your father-in-law want 
Jack: Dad, what are ancestors? We never went = sun-bathing in looking last time you saw him? who 
‘ . ' 5 ° “oO : ” ‘ 
Dap: Well, my boy, I'm one ol Florida, but we suppose the routine Straight down the barrel! thea 
your ancestors. Your grandfather is is to get tanned on the west coast, —University of Texas Longhorn. So 
another. then turn over hom 
“Then why do people brag about and get nicely ful t 
them?” —The Outspan. browned on the for tl 
east coast. grew 
Pre en 
, okesman- 
Fortunately America is so big that ao tte 
. . Review. 
most of us can find consolation in the 
knowledge that the weather is worse Pe : ; 
omewhere els There is still _ 
s c. e “ inc 
ss a 7 little news of the since 
—Publishers’ Syndicate. leas 
rumored trouble inspt 
in Russia, but Fam¢ 
' one theory is Cater 
Groucho Marx says the depression is that they are tical] 
so bad in Boston the pigeons on the 


Common are feeding peanuts to the 
passers-by. —New York Mirror. 


which they m i}, mil 
- ° , LAY 
fought last time. 
The suburban husband was about to —Punch. | 
leave his home for the station when his | 
wife detained him. Young Scrib- 


“John,” she said, “I wish you'd go 
out to the kitchen and give Bridget a 
good talking to betore you go to 
business.” 


hghting for free 
dom from the 
freedom for 


bler and his 
bride were alone 
for the first time 
in their new 




































- home. “Dar- 
“How’s that?” he asked. “I thought “wae pe 
> “tee ling,” she cried, W 
you were very satisfied with her? “ 1 i 
. ; 7 ' a I must make a i 
“So. I am, dear,” replied his wite; terrible  confes- 
“but she’s beating some carpets tor me sion to you—I N 
_ ° ; a ¢ ° " . " d ‘4 \ \ = \ 
this morning, and she does it better can’t cook.” mn \\ \ \ - \ . 
when she’s angry. —Answers. “Aw that’s all \\\\ \ \\ \"\\ Win: \\ 
2 i i. \ \t \\\\\ \\ \\\\ A\A\ \ \ \ 
right, dear. I’ve — 5,1. | \\\\ \ \\ \\ \\ 
“ . van \ \ \ \ \ \* . 
a confession ta “Rigneldg \\ \\\, \\\ \\ 


"—*.° . \ ‘ \ 
A new laundry exhibition is soon to make too. I’m a 


be held in London. It will probably poet and there 

be declared open by the tearing of a won't be any- 

shirt by the guest of honor. thing to cook.” 
—Passing Show. —Path finder. 


“Really, cook, your dinners get worse and worse. 
Why is it ?” 
“Well, mum, the fact is, I just loathes cookin’.” 


—Punch (by permission). 
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Down from Canada 
came tales of a wonderful beverage 


Years ago, before the Champagne of Gin- 
ger Ales was brought into this country, a 
memorable feature of your trip to Canada 
was an introduction to Canada Dry. 

You always met this fine old ginger ale 
in good company. At dinner with friends 
in the historic old Chateau Frontenac, 
you found it bubbling in your glass. Ac 
the Governor-General’s, ic greeted you 
again. It was always at hand during the 
winter sports at Quebec. Throughout the 
whole of Canada, in fact, Canada Dry was 
the accepted ginger ale for smart functions. 

So it was natural, when you returned 
home, to bring back tales of this wonder- 
ful beverage. An ever-increasing demand 
for the Champagne of Ginger Ales swiftly 
grew. And finally, in 1922, Canada Dry 
was introduced into the United States. 


A Romantic Story 


The story of. the success of Canada Dry 
since its introduction is one of the most 
inspiring romances of modern business. 
Famous clubs, noted hotels, and society 
caterers all featured it. It was enthusias- 


tically welcomed into the home. In the 





years that have followed, no other ginger 
ale has ever been able to challenge its 
reputation for distinction and quality, or 
to usurp its place in the esteem of the people. 
Ginger from Jamaica 
Canada Dry is made of the finest ginger in 
all the world—selected roots from the 
sunny fields of Jamaica. The full flavor 
and aroma are retained by a special process 
exclusive with Canada Dry. A secret 
method of carbonation gives a gay sparkle 
that lasts long after the bottle is opened. 
For years, too, Canada Dry have used 





ultra-violet rays in treating their water. 
lc is for these reasons that the Champagne 
of Ginger Ales has never been equaled in 
flavor, aroma and purity. 
When buying Canada Dry, 


Hostess Package containing twelve bottles. 


CANADA DRY’S 
Lime 


SPARKLING ORANGE 


ask for the 





SPARKLING Gotpen Gincer ALE 


These three delicious beverages are also made 
under the Canada Dry seal. Try them soon 
They are all delightful. 





ANADA 


Sa 


aS 





DRY 


Reg. U. 8. Pat, Of. 








© 1931 
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The Champagne of Ginger Ales 





-~ 
id 
~~ 


~) 
33 


p) 


_Deseucs eh 
**Now it’s an hypothetical case, I know,—but if you were up to your neck in 
Flit and someone heaved a brick at your head, ..... would you duck? —1de. 





Old Gold and Silver Bought 
Rings, Watches, Brooches, etc. Jewelers send us For Well Brushed 
theirs. We'll buy directly from you. Write for | Hair All the Time, 
particulars. Checks mailed within week. 
L. A. Parker, North Attleboro, Mass. | & aHealthy Scalp 
(Bank reference: Attleboro Trust Co. 
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‘Ln RB. Folks do notice your nails. 


: ‘ They’ ll regard you more highly, if 
3600 acre Sedgefield Estate with 50 miles yon mero your —_ ee os 
of bridle trails—Golf at the door of the Inn pocket : 

(grass greens). Overnight from New York. handy. At all drug and cutlery 


manicure. Quick and 
tores. Gem 50c, Gem Jr. 35c 
SEDCEFUELD INN | 


(watch-chain model). 
SEQGEFIELC GEEENSBCR(. NORTH CARCLINA 


The H. C, COOK CO., 7 Beaver St 


Ansonia, Conn. 


‘Gem CipZés 











JOHN C WALLER 








Just Being Happy is 
A Fine Thing to do, 
Looking on the Bright Side 
Rather than the Blue. 


iT 
helps his readers to look on the bright side and gives them something to do it with— 
his Laugh on Every Page. WHappiness ts a fine thing, and makes one radiate sun 
shine, a living inspiration to others, “He taught his neighbors to laugh” is a finer 
commentary than that he was king of a big country, for kings are incidental, whil 


laughter is of grace. Read Lire, /augh, and look on the bright side yourself for a 
year, or try our 


Special Offer 


Enclosed find One Dollar (Foreign $1.40), Send Lire for the next ten weeks to 








LIFE, 60 E. 42d Street, New York 


One Year $5 Foreign $6.60 
LM 

















Winners of Lire’s Cross Word 
Picture Puzzle No. 71 















































Sixty million miles out of the way. 


A. G. Shea, 
Glyndon, Minn. 
For explanation: “Oh dear, two 
whole hours lost!” 


I, Alexander, 
552 West 186th St., 
New York City. 
For explanation: Moral: Stick to 
your own sphere. 


Raymond H, Welsh, 
170 Buffalo St., 
Conneaut, Ohio. 
For explanation: Of all the unearth- 
ly places to land, this one is the limit. 


H. L. Harrell, 
279 Winthrop Ave., 
New Haven, Conn. 
For explanation: The stars indicate 
a long journey in the near future. 


Hvussanp: I have brought you this 
beautiful string of pearls for your birth- 
day, darling. 

Wire: But you knew I wanted a 
motor car, 

Hvuspanp: I know, dearest, but I 
have tried everywhere and can’t get an 
imitation car, —Passing Show. 


Glass Ginger Ale with tablespoonful Abbott's Bitters 
delightful tonic and. palatable. Sample Bitters by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbort & Co., Baltimore, Md. 
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Records 





Victor 


“I'ma ALoneE Because I Love You” and 
“Wen Your Hatr Has Turnep To SiLver” 
—Bud and Joe Billings duet on a couple of 


waltzes. Monotonous. 


“Wien A Brack Man’s Biue”—A noisy blues 
foxtrot by Duke Ellington and His Cotton 
Club Orchestra. Save your interest for their 
number on the other side which is 

‘Moop Inpico”"—A modernized blues done 
pianissimo throughout. Muted horns and 
unusual harmonies. Réminds us of “I Ain't 
Got Nobody”. Recommended. 

“Yours Anp Mine”—The Southerners giving 
us sustained melody, and full, mellow or 
chestration. and 

“Ox A Lrrrie Batcoxy IN Spain”’—Leonard 
Joy could not have chosen a number better 
suited to his All String Orchestra. Colorful. 
Chester Gaylord sings the chorus. 


Brunswick 


‘Sovc Or Tue Bic Tran—OLp FasHionep 
Sonc Or Love” (Movie—The Big Trail) 
na 

‘we Atone Because I Love You"”—Joe Green 
ind His Orchestra. Dull. 


“He's My Secret Passion” and 
“We'RE Acain”—Popular tunes 
played by Jacques Renard and His Orches- 
tra. Chester Gaylord’s Choruses are added 
ittractions—and the tricky background for 
s singing should not be overlooked. 


FRIENDS 


Ann Tuen Your Lips Met Mine” and 
Wuo's CaLttinc You SWEETHEART To-NIGHT” 
Ozzie Nelson and His Orchestra in 
smooth sax combinations, 


Sheet Music 


Blow Hot, Blow Cold” 

‘Blue Again” 

“You're The One I Care For” 
Overnight” (Sweet dnd Low) 
Don’t Forget Me In Your Dreams” 
“Keep A Song In Your Soui” 

‘Darky Rhythm” 


4, 


Momma, where did I 
— Wisconsin Octopus. 


Basy Stork: 
come from ? 


Concerninc Bearps, by Edwin Val- 
entine Mitchell. Dodd Mead & Co., 
$1.50. Charmingly historical survey of 
alfalfas, sideboards, imperials and other 
forms of exterior hirsute decorations 
commemorating centenary of Joe 
Palmer, shaveless radical, and ending 
with the prediction that the razor 
blades of a whiskerless today will be 
succeeded by the beard universal of 
tomorrow. 

Epucation Or A Princess, by Marie 
Grand Duchess of Russia. Viking 
Press, $3.50. The technical literary de- 
fects of this story of a royal woman, 
caught in the sanguinary swirl of a 
revolution still incomplete, add to its 
value and interest. Without self- 
assertion or bitterness, her book is per- 
haps the best personal record by a 
woman that has come out of Russia. 
Book of the Month choice for January. 


Tue Russtan Expertment, by Arthur 
Feiler. Harcourt Brace & Co., $2. 
Translated from the German. And 
no more intelligent and tolerant first- 
hand description of the Russia of to- 
day have we seen, making one thing 
clear, that any prediction of how the 
experiment is going to turn out ts just 
a guess. But here at least is a sub- 
stantial and accurate picture of the 
scene today, profoundly suggestive for 
meditation on the mysteries of human 
nature. 


Anpree’s Story, 1897-1930. Viking, 
$5. and Anprer, THe Recorn Or A 
Tracic Apventure, by George Palmer 
Putnam. Brewer & Warren, $2.50. 
The first book is official, containing the 
actual diary record, together with the 
tragic photographs, and even in this 
formal setting. one feels the asmosphere 
of tragedy throughout. The second is 
a finely written personal tribute and 
impression by a distinguished Ameri- 
can polar explorer. 


Up Tue Lapper OF 


E. Philips Oppenheim. 


£ 


Gop, by 
Little Brown 
& Co., $2 net. International super- 
thriller. A  super-girl meets super- 
newspaper proprietor. And then what 
happens. Always readable as a time- 
killer, the super-constructor of plot 
here leaves us rather cold; he lays his 
plot on too thick; the grinding of the 
plot wheels drowns out the workers. 
—T. L. Masson. 
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“You won't know me when you sec 
me again.” Cornell Widow 


“Just think, my dear,” said the talka 
tive wife to her husband, “one half of 
the world doesn’t know how the other 
half lives!” 

“Never mind, my love,” 
ply: “that isn’t your fault.” 


—Tit-Bits. 


was the re 


Answers to Anagrins 
On Page 22 
(1) Ordeals. 
(2) Edible. 
(3) Archers. 
Gelatin. 
Ingrate. 





Fio: | say, do you believe that awful 
story about Doris ? 
Erste: Of course | do—which one ? 
—Tatler. 





Lire’s 
Ticket Service 


kWe render this service without profit sole 
ly in the interest of our readers. 

wl} you are going to be in New York, 
Lire’s Ticket Service will not only save you 
money byt an extra trip to the box-office. 

Good seats are available for attractions 
indicated in the Confidential Guide by STARS 
and at PRICES noted. 

All orders for tickets must reach Lirt 
Office at least seven days before date of per 
formance. Checks for exact amount must be 
attached to each Purchase Order. 

Receipt will be sent to purchaser by return 
mail. This must be presented at the box-office 
on the evening of the performance. 


- 7 > 
IN ORDER TO KEEP TICKETS OUT O! 
THE HANDS OF TICKET SCALPERS 
SEATS WILL BE HELD AT THE BOX-OF- 
FICE AND WILL NOT BE RELEASED UN- 
TIL AFTER EIGHT O'CLOCK ON THE 
NIGHT OF THE PERFORMANCE. 


_ * * 

In selecting attractions, purchasers are asked 
to name two alternative choices of shows with 
cach selection, in case Lire’s quota of seats 
for that performance is exhausted. Remit 
tance will have to cover the cost of the highest 
priced seats requested. Any excess amount 
will be refunded. 


Lire will be glad to make appropriate se 
lections for purchasers if they will indicate 
with order the type of show preferred and re 
mit amount to cover top prices. Any excess 
amount will be refunded 

** 

NO ORDERS FOR SEATS TAKEN OVER 
THE TELEPHONE. 

NO MONEY REFUNDED ON ORDERS 
WITHOUT SEVEN DAYS’ NOTICE 





Lire’s TICKET SERVICE 


60 East 42nd St., New York City 


Purchase Order 


Dear LiFE 
I want tickets for the following shows: 


(No. Seats) (Date) 


(Address) 


....Enclosed 











LIFES CROSS WORD PICTURE PUZZLE NO. 76 


After you have solved the puzzle and got the correct title for the picture, 
the words of which are in the puzzle, give your explanation of it in not more 
than 15 words. 
Send in the completed puzzle with the title and your explanation. The 
cleverest explanations will be printed, and Lire will pay $5 for each one accepted, 


Send all puzzles to Puzzle Editor, Lire, 60 East 42nd Street, New York. 
Contest for this issue closes February 13. 



































ACROSS 


These need a lot of doctoring 


. It takes a nut to finish this. 


He raised Cain. 


18. Hawaiian bird 
. At any time 
15. The Old Soldier's home. 
. Deciliters. Abbr. 
i. A plum. 
. Definite article. 
. It takes a crust to make this. 
20. A hearty beating. 
21. A regular cut-up. 


Handles. 


}. Table talk. 
7. Pronoun. 
. European capital 
. A staggering load. 
. A dandy fellow. 
%. To dash about. 
. Open. 
5. Poetic island. 
5. An inspiring female. 
. This is well beaten. 
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DOWN 


People must agree to make this. 
Feminine name, Rib 


3. Very insipid 
. A little devil. 
5. This is always under foot 


To rush over the wire. 
Help wanted. 


. The guy who did this started something 
. Egg shaped. 

. A diamond. 

. This is always branching out. 

. No laughing matter. 

. Come out quickly. 


There’s a slant to this you can't miaa. 
This is pretty hot. 

The shape of a chorus girl. 

Edom. 


5. Trees. 


A silencer. 


. Nothing doing. 


Small beginning. 


‘1. Put down to remember. 
2. A big noise in the underworld. 


THe PENTON PRESS Co., CLEVELAND 





Who qets 


shaves 


THE INGRAM JAR 


or 


the Verdict? 


oot share, 


L, Se oe 


THE INGRAM TUBE? 


Jugrams, ©, 
ISH AVING 4 
CREAM 





THE HOT FIGHT 
ABOUT 
COOL SHAVES 





teen comme mee Uf 
VERS Co., ew J 











The BIG FIGHT’S OVER-—the judges go to work on who won the $5,000.00 in prizes! 





gl and furious went Ingram's 
$5,000.00 contest between the tube 
and the jar! Thick and heavy is the snow- 
storm of entries. The judges are hard 
at work! 

At Liberty Magazine, the lights burn 
late, but the judges need at least two 
weeks more to pass on the thousands of 
entries! 

Next month we'll announce their de- 
cisions and list the names of the 328 prize 
winners. And we'll publish the astound- 
ing sales of the new tube, as compared 
with those of the famous blue jar. 

328 lucky contestants will divide the 
$5,000.00 in prizes, but a million lucky 
men will have discovered the brand-new 
sensation of cool and stingless Ingram 
shaves for the first time during 1930! 

Easily the hottest fight that ever cen- 
tered around a shaving cream, the great 
Ingram contest has written the word 
COOL into the vocabulary of shaving 
men for all time. 


Whether the new tube sells better, or 
the famous jar, the important point is 
that both contain the same cream; the 
first and best of all cool shaving creams. 
The minute you lather up with Ingram's 
you'll find that it’s cool... cool... 
COOL... COOL! It’s radically, delight- 
fully different. It puts shaving at once on 
a smoother, more comfortable plane! 

With Ingram’s, you can shave closer. 
Your face will wear no mourning signs of 
a razor’s needle-pricks and stings. Be- 
cause of three special soothing and cool- 
ing ingredicnts, Ingram's tightens and 
tones the skin while you shave. You will 
need no lotions when you use Ingram's. 
For Ingram's is a shaving cream, a lotion 
and a skin-tonic all in one! 

Don't fail now to try this better shav- 
ing cream! Some men like the tube, many 
prefer the jar. Take your own choice at 
your druggist’s, or mail the coupon for 
10 glorious morning send-offs free. The 
Ingram sample is the greatest gatherer of 


friends any company hasever had. So send 
in the coupon today. Your face will be 
grateful all your life! 

a 


sY 


“INGRAM’S > 
SHAVING CREAM FOR 


COOL SHAVES | 


: : . . 
—: per Sine OO 
= \ “ies 


Clip the coupon for 10 Cool Ingram Shaves 


{ 





INGRAM’S SHAVING CREAM 
Dept. E-11 73 West St., New York, N. Y. 


I'd like to try ten cool Ingram shaves 


Name 





Street 





City 








Cl omMPANIONSHIP 


TO THE cosy intimacy of the firelight hour, Camel q 


The mildness of Camel is a natural mildness, ff 
blending of choicest sun-ripened tobaccos — neveF 
treated, never flat or insipid. 


CAMEL: 


MILD—Not flat » oeenng nna ttn 





